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Then that ofpaintcd pompe ? Arc not thefe woods 
More free from pcrill then the enuious Court ? 

Heere fcele vye not the penal tic of 

The feafons difference, as the Iciephange 

And churlifh chiding of the winters winde, 

W hich when it bites and blowes vpon my body 
Euen till 1 fhrinkc with cold,I imilc, and fay 
This is no flattery : thefe are counfellors 
That feelingly perl wade me what I am: 

Sweet are the vfesofaduerfitie 
Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, 

Weares yet a precious lewell in his head : 

And this our life exempt from publikehaunt, 

Findes tongues in trcfes,bookes in the running brookes. 
Sermons in Hones,and good in euery thing. 

Amien. I would not change it,happy is your Grace 
That can tranflate the dubbornnefle of fortune 
Into fo quiet and fo l'wect a ftile. 

Du.Sen. Comc,fha!l we goc and kill vS venifon { 

And yet it irkes me the poorc dapled foclcs 
Being natiuc Burgers of this dclert City, 

Should intheir ownc confines with forked heads 
Haue their round hanches goard. 

I .Lord. Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy laepnes gricues at that, 

And in that kinde fwcares you doe more vforpe 
Then doth your brother that hath banifh’d yon: 

To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felfe, 

Did fteale behinde him as he lay along 
Vndcr an oakc, whofc anticke roote peepes out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 

To the which place a poorc fcqueflred Stag 
That from the Hunters aime had tane a hurt. 

Did come to languifh; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched annimal! heau’d forth luch groancs 
That their difeharge did ftretch his leatherne coat 
Almoft to burfting, and the big round teares 1 
Cours’d one another downe his innocent note 
In puteous chale : and thus the ha’irie foole. 

Much marked of the melancholic Iaaues 3 
Stood on th’extrcmcft verge of the lwifc brooke, 
Augmenting it with teares. 

Du.Sen. But what laid laqua ? \ 

Did he not moralize this fpettacle ? 

1 .Lord. O yes,into athoufand fimilics. 

Firft,for his weeping into the necdlefie flreame; 

Poore Deere quoth hc,thou mak’ft a teftament 
As worldlings doc, giuing thy fum of more 
To that which had too mud: then being there alone, 

Left and abandoned of his vcluet friend; 

’Tis right quoth he, thus miferie doth part 
The Fluxe of companie: anon a careleffe Heard 
Full of the pafture,iumps along by him 
And neuer ftai*s to greet him : I quoth Intones, 

Swccpe on you fat and greazie Citizens, 

’Tis iuft the fafhion ; wherefore docyou looke 
Vpon that poore and broken bankrupt there? 

Thus mod inue&iuelyhc pierceth through 
The body of Countrie, Citie, Court, / 

Yea,and oFthisoiirlife, fW earing that we 
Aremeere vfurpers, tyrants,and whats worfc 
To fright the Annimals, and to kill them vp 
In their align’d and hatiue dwelling-place. 

And did you leauc him in this contemplation ? 
i.Lo' l We did my Lord.wceping and commenting 
Vp'on^e fobbing Deere. 1 


dsj online it. 


Du.Sen. Show me the place, 

I loue to cope him in thefe fullen fits. 
For then he’s full of matter. 

ifLor. He bring you to him ftrait. 
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Seem Secmda , 


Enter Duke, with Liras '* 

Can it be poflible that no man faw them * 
It cannot be,fomc villaines ofmy Court 
Arc of confcnt and {utterance in this« 

1 *Lo. I cannot hcarc of any that did fee her, 

The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw her a bed, and in the morning early, 

They found the bed vntreafur’d of their Miftris, 

2 -Lor. My Lordjthe roynifh Clown,at whomfo o 
Your Grace was wont to laugh is alfo milliner 
Hi(j)eria the Pi inceflc Gentlewoman 
Confefles that (he fecrctly ore-heard 
Your daughter and her Cofen much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did but lately foile the fynowie Charles, 

And Hie bclceues where euer they are gone 
That youth is furely in their companie. 

_ Dtikj Send to his brothcr,fctch that gallant hither 

If he be abfent,bring his Brother to me, \ ’ 

lie make him finde him : do this fodainly; 

And Ictnor learch and inquifitionquaile. 

To bring againe thefe foolilh runawaies* Exun\ 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. Who’s there? 

•Ad. What my yong Matter, oh my gentle mailer, 
Oh my fweetmafter,0 youmcmoric 
Of old Sir Rowland; why,what make you here? 
Why arcyou vertuous? Why dopeopleloucyou? 
And wherefore arcyou gentle,ftrong,and valiant? 
Why would you be fo fond to ouercomc 
The bonnie prifer of the humorous Duke i 
5four praife is come too fwiftly home beforcyou. 
Know you not Maltcr,to feeme kinde of men, 
Their graces feme them but as enemies, 

No more doe yours: your vcrtucs gentle Matter 
Are fan&ificd and holy traitors to you: 

Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Enuenoms him chat beares it ? 

'/.Why, what's the matter? 

Ad. Ovnhappie youth, 

Come not within thefe doores: within thisroofc 
The cnem'ie of all your graces hues 
Your brother, no,no brother,yet the fonne 
(Yet not the fon,I will not call him fon) 

Ofhim I was about to call his F: their, 

Hath heard your praifesiand this night he meanes, 
To burne the lodging where you vfe to lyc. 

And you within it; if he faile of that 



He wTh^thanicanes to cut you oft’; 

Totierheardhtm: andhispra&ifcs. 

Li.:, nn nlace. this houfe is but a butchctie, 



Orl. What.wqpTd’ft thou hauc me go& beg my food. 
Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 
* theeuifli lining on the common rode ? 

This I muft do,or know not wnat to do: 

Vet this I will not do, do how I can, 

T rather will fubica me to the malice 
Ofa diuerted blood,and bloudie brother. 

Ad- But do not fo: I haue flue hundred Crownes, 
The thriftic hire I faued vndcr your Father, 

Which I did (lore to be my toller Nude, 

VVhen feruice fhould in my old limbs lie lame. 

And vnregarded age in corners thrownc, 

Xake chat, and he that doth the Rauens feede, 
Yeaprouidently caters for the Sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age : here is the gold, 

All this 1 giue you, let me be your lcruanr, 

Though I looke old, yet I am ftrang and luftic; 

Form my youth I neuer did apply 

Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 

fordid not with vnbafhfull forehead woe. 

The meancs ofwcakuclfe and dcbilitic, 

Thereforemy age is as a luflic winter, 

Froftic.but kindely; let me goe with you. 

He doe the feruice of a yonger man 
In all your bufineffc and necelfi ties. 

Orl. Oh good old man,how well in thee appeares 
The conllanc feruice of the antique world, 

When feruice fweate for dude,not for meedc: 

Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times. 

Where none will fweate,but for promotion. 

And hauing that do choake their feruice vp, 

Euen with the hauing, ic is not fo with thee: 
Butpooreoldman, thou prun’d a rotten tree, 

That cannot fo much as a bloffome yeeldc. 

In lieu of all thy paines and husbaudrie, 

But come thy waics, weele goe along together. 

And ere wehauethy youthfull W3ges fpent, 

Weele light vpon fome letledlow content. 

Ad. Mafter goe on,and I will follow thee 
To the lad gafpe with truth and loyaltie, 

From feauentie yeeres, till now aimed fourefcore 
Hereliued f, but now hue here no more 
At feanenteene yeeres, many their fortunes fcckc 
But at fourefcore, it is too late a weeke, 

Yet fortune cannot recompcnce me better 

Then to die well, and not my Maders debter. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter RoJ,'alinefor Cammed, Celia for Aliena, and 
Cloxone, alias Tonchflone. 

Rof. I O lupiter, how merry are my fpirits ? 

C/«. I care not for my fpirits, if my legges were not 
wearie. 

I could finde in my heart to difgrace my mans 
appared, and to cry like a woman: but I muft comfort 


the weaker vefiell, as doublet and hofe ought to fhovv it 
felfe coragious to petty-coatc; therefore courage,good 
Aliena. ■ i - 

Cel. I pray you beare with.me, I cannot goe no fur¬ 
ther. .. V 

Clo. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you: yeti fliould beare no erode if I did beare 
you, for 1 thinke you hauc no money in your purfe. 

Rof. WelljthisistheForreftofvYr^w, 

Clo. I,now am I in Arden , the more when! 

was st home I was in a betcer place, but TViftfdlers mtfft 
be content. - >. n 

Enter Corin and Siluitts. 

Rof. I,be fo good Toucbjrone: Look you,who eomes 
here, a yong man and an old in foiemne talke. 

Cor, That is the way to make her fcorneyou ftill. 

5/7. Oh Com, that thou Jtncvv’d how I do loue her. 

Cor. I partly guefle: for I haue Iou’d ere now. 

Stl. No Corin, being old,thou canfl not gticfle. 
Though in thy youth thou waft as true a ldtfeV 
As euer figh’d vpon a midnight pillow ; 

Btitifthy loue were euer liketo mine, 

As fure I thinke did neuer man lone fo : 

How many a&ions mod ridiculous. 

Had thou beene drawne to by thy fantafie ? 

Cor. Into a thoufand that I haue forgotten, 

Sil. Oh thou didd then neuer loue fo hartily 
Ifthourcmembred not the flighted folly; 

That euer loue did make thee run into 
Thou had not lou’d. 

Or ifthou haft not tat as I doe now, 

Wearing thy hearer in thy Miftris praife. 

Thou haft not lou’d. 

Or ifthou haft not broke from companie. 

Abruptly as my paftion now makes me. 

Thou had not lou’d. 

O PbebeJ’kebe, Phebe. £ x - ( 

Rof Alas poore Shepheard fearching ofthey would 
I hauc by hard aduenture found mine owne. 

Clo. And I mine: I remember when I was in loue, I 
broke my i word vpon a done, and bid him take that for 
comming a nighc to lane Smile, and I remember the kif- 
fingotherbatlcr, and the Cowes dugs that her urettie 
chopt hands had milk d; and I remember the wooing 
ofa peafeod inftcad of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods,and giuing her them againe, faic! with weepino 
teares, weare thefe for my fake: wee that are true Lo- 
uers.runne into ftrange capers; but as alhs mortall in 
nature, fo is all nature in loue, mortall in folly. 

Ref Thou fpeak’ft wifer then thou art wars of. 

Ch. Nay, 1 fhallnere be ware ofmine owne wit, till 
I breake my fhins againft it. 

Rof louejoue, this Shepherds paftion, 

Is much vpon my fafhion. 

Clo. And mine, butitgrowes fomething dale with 
mee. 

f pray y°Uj one ofyou queftion yon’d man, 

Ifhe for gold will giue vs any foodc, 

I faint almoft to death. 
flo- Holla;youClowne. 

Rof Peace foole, he’s not thy kinfman. 

Cor. Who cals ? 

Clo. Your betters Sir. 

Cor. Elfe are they very wretched. 
_ Rof Peace 





































































